licence, and in a few minutes I should be in his pres-
ence
Tirst floor, number eight/ I was told by a servant
whom I managed to unearth
I knocked at the door There was no reply I turned the
key, which had been left in the lock, and walked in
The loom was furnished with four armchairs uphol-
stered in bluc-grccn plush Opposite the door was a wal-
nut dressing-table with an oval mirror and scrolled shelves
Over it, in a frame, hung a head of Christ, with its eyes
closed, crowned with thoins and bleeding, and bearing
gilt lettering clf you watch the eyes closely, they will
open5 On the wall were two photographs one of a
woman in a low-cut dress, and the other of a man decked
out in the cap of a Czanst civil engineer, and swimming
in a silky beard and a big otter collar On the mantel-
piece two black elephants mounted guard on either side
of a withered spray of mimosa
To the right was a double divan-bed, adorned with
cushions and two dolls a picrrot and a gipsy In the
middle of the divan a man lay asleep, half-undressed The
room was inhabited, after all
The man had a flat, broad face, with a small, turned-up
nose, and he was pitted with small-pox He slept with his
mouth open, and his Adam's apple stuck out
I went back to the door
'Stekhanov,* I called, 'Colonel Steklianovi Wake up,
coloneli'
He sat up with a start, propping himself on the divan
with both hands, and looked round him vaguely Through
his unbuttoned shirt, I could catch a glimpse of his chest,
covered with reddish hair
'Colonel Stckhanov?' I repeated
cWhat do you want?' he asked
He spoke m French with a Russian accent
I answered in Russian
[55]